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4 opyright.o t. h

mi w anot her shout from behilnd
h us. Faster and faster eame the

1rsnng f et, while the great hulk

-rk-.I its starting Joints as though
:ghtrgi-*tself were playing fast and loose
nOi them. Great clods of snow lug up

.yto-ring shoes rained thickly about us

nd -'ru-k upon our smarting cheeks.
themselve" will bea oit!ng

.t.-- I gr.aned. crouching low, as my
,th rat.. upon the sand left from a

tnIt hfl if the snow and ice.
.m.1 he. Oul h,- make it' Nearer.

Tinearer ye?. thotse feet seemed coming!
Woli bul' Is bt whistling next in the
frosty hail about us? *Cling to my arm:
I -rI-I in my -omptanoin's tar. and then I
half rose to my feet and looked behin].

ty t b-- brought down upon a pair of
bruis.- knes as our racing steed took a
.-mall t,.,leier at a single leap.

iatn.- anor- such trick and we ar l,,st.
m -tter..d between my teeth, and then we

truck a smoother track, and I climbed
ti on the seat again. to meet as I did so a

g' li'e from Miss Brandon's dark eyes.
hning antd dilating in the moonlight. until

I tall reason,. and strange visions seized
apt -1 me.

NI!, randon." I whispered, and my
%v:.- oded far off to my own hearing.

f you were married, if you had a husband
-r'Et yiu. you need not fear those

m,. n h-- .d"
Sh, igh-Al impatiently. "Of course not,"

- 1 hurriedly. *ut there's no use
Kgitg >ib *ut It now. for they'll catch its.

h. th-..y will surely catch us" and she
,to m- as a louder shout reached us.

-Tooentome." I whispered. taking her
e 1d hanitis in mine, holdly now, for that I
m-int h.'r well God be my witness. "4
w -k fr tn now you will be free. you will
. -I--- o .,r'

aid. but tonight. but now. let
i. pr, -t you. For a few short hours be
my wif" in the sight of the law. and I
war yoiu shall he to me a young and rev-
t.isJit-r." and involuntarily I bared

r. ieti bt-fre her.
.\i. if I oild have spoken in my own
'm-an.1 language then; but what a tigure

I nus havy. cut. -She might have laughed
6: u.tIs I crunched before her disguised
a::i .I-Ogurtl as I was, but she only
rhirnk from me. "Marry you!' she gasped.
Ar.- y iounot married already then? Oh.

I w qr.- that you were married. What
r t y-u think of me. what must you!"

1 have been married,' I stammered.
puying her so in her shame and omeli-
: that I IfnlIe nothing of my ciontiiiul
po-r.i'. "IBut my wife is dead; you have
r- n,-1 t., far me. Remember how young

"I --M to me. Loiok up and se'- that ytu
cin trust im
A, I leaded with her, the sleigh plunged

oi :t th.- heels of that dreadful animal.
[Dowi aI down the frightful grale w,-
wt lut he- male nothing of It. Half the
time aw seemed perched upon his very
lcinci' Slowly the girl lifted her bowedl
.-I. and timidly she looked at me-at
nhat he iould s- of mte--and how I
b--ed thn those hated bandages. Had

.h.....-n that I was young, that every pulse
wi tingzling with a devotion beyond th.

.t rea-nning age ifo feel. who canl
w i- might have followed. But, as it
w nithmg in the swtollen eye sit'
I- -med to bring comfort to her

ir. Sh-- smili-d. and, although at that
n' t.' wt,,,k atotn, th size of A lin-

;lbb r ier our 1-ft runn.-r I rvt-,ir

..I lie awtully funny,' she fal-
Ihat-- to lote all my moni-y befor--

1 It-rh :adiamnt int-klace. or bi-en
a- 1 nd-and-afterward?
And aftward," I cried with my head

wha rapidly, though my ,uinsunded
,rtan rassurting still, afterward

a whit-h has hel,-.d me to prst-rve-
I :: i ocr propterty shall give you ba k

:hbrt. and may hears:n bho vou
!.r ,;er w truct inl me.
A: 1:w gi. ild hors, go! Go,, go.

.t with To',u.in Joitn" upn
bi- k c.,t-r int , the very heart of

-. falr tatiding, half sitting. iau-
didI ply the whip. With line and

s-tught to gtiiide his hadlng
..... -ry nerie .,n tire. tvery piul-e
th-i . aild with anxiety. lIst on fal-e

k-n me fr,,m my dream if bliss.
.....w Ights frm-iuntless gambling

I"hts :r-m sick riotms and the lights
-Jm di-ant-t streets came pTainly to its.

'tAnd go he did, with great lung.es
lt, tiwkward legs. and now anti then a

nig nort which told of stralningIltu gasping forth a vIgorous protest, irre-roach. tHilf a mile? Only a quarter
w anti still those galloping feet behind!Id. fir a dark alley into which we might
ge' S-' There it yawns before its.

N .w. ,n. hurst of speed. and we go crash-
ing 'broigh a heap of rubbish, and, breath-
les and panting. the knees of the horseT.'r-ling beneath him we spring out into alark anti i-tthsome alley. and with a '"God
bi1-4 thee. i!d nag." and a pat on his reek-
Ing tanks. I flung a coin into the face of a
man who ,tarted up from a door step and
vried. "Oats for that horse and a drink for

Ard th-r what a chase began! A chase

lais.whledruke rveer hale swith

corejssa ense acos hi

boneigncompanern thoughte orrand an-
grane. we stharved frm tohalr uneane
asllustse as the shedin anross hes,

pthsen tie twde mfn' thate let.A-
iat muze ir aoutears tegatenufromn
with arkgretrat. Butseie and wxlatiour
bindre mycianompnitougnth horecen thor-
for woe mst whavh woumd toeall e mewht
The is as th e hift nigtn shee,.

I:5 ausd skgdinremblongbftor ahseonb-
tee, wthmsaed tepmoon's alsaed.Ad
witted greater of liefand exshunktaio
ougdfae, and, with anthousganes soghto
ere was notietoing otnotponem sond,

3)earseizes on me: but hark' There are
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lated traveler of respectable mein, a family
man, long overdue at the domestic hearth.
I would take my oath. I could read the
signs of a mild debauch and guilty dread in
his feverish haste and in the craven fear
which lit his eye. "Sir," I exclaimed. for-
getting caution and springing so suddenly
before him that he threw up his hand as
though sandbagging were his nightly
cross. "I beg you pardon," I said humbly
selnig how it' was with him, and then I
asked for what I wanted, and poured out
Into his reluctant each such a tale of love
and romance that, had he contained a di-
vine lire. he must Inevitably have burst
into flame on the spot. As it was, however.
he stood and eyed me with a cold, dull eye.
an ee filmy from loss of sleep, a sus-
pieous eye, that did not twinkle at my.
amorous tale, and when I had finished. said
merely. "You have been fighting. I see."
and hoked at my bandage with a self-
righteous air which sat ill on so belated a
reveler.
"And how could it be otherwise?" I asked

plaintively. "I could not get her peaceably.
For I had mixed up a romantic elopement
with certain elements of highway robbery
until I thought the tale sufficiently highly
spiced. But I beg of you, do not detain me.
Surely you can direct me to the proper offi-
cer without suffering any strain upon your
principles."
Coldly again did his dull eye scan me.

up and down and all about, to rest at last
upon the diamond scarf pin I wore. "I am
a jeweler." he remarked at last Indifferent-
ly, but his eye spoke for him with an elo-
Iluence I lid not attempt to misunderstand.
"Indeed!" I exclaimd joyously. "If that

be the case, perhaps you can estimate for
me the value of this bauble," and I
plucked off the gem, forcing it upon him
with an arch and meaning glance, while I
s' cretly yearned to boot him for a cut-
throat. But no sooner had the thing been
done thin I found the price beggarly com-
p~ared with the comfort it brought to myjaded energies. I was no longer a rudder-
lcss ship, drifting about at the mercy of
every capricious wave. I was an Im-
trtant event, something with a purpose: a
man who paid his way.

I would give a connectetd account of the
ncxt hour's work were the thing possible;but so confused are the real events in my
mind with certain vague imaginings, that I
dare not vouch for what might be called
the plain facts. We walked. I should say,
a great number of miles. though they have
been reduced by some to barely as many
blocks, and stopped at several houses
where p-opi-, men mostly, in nightcaps. I
think, though I will nt isist on the night-
eaps, .am.e and peered at us through cracks
in doors. and swore at us first, and then
talked more mildly, and at most of the
houses I kept telling my name until theysoupped me. and had me sign it to papers,
which I (lid with pens as large as walkingsticks.

I know for a certainty that I kept paying
out money. but probably not in the quan-
tities it seemed. for my bankers tell me I
had drawn no thoisind-dollar bank notes,
nor bags of silver dollars; and then walked
again, and more men in nighteaps came and
looked at us, and I told my story to some,
and to some I didn't. until suddenly I came
to myself in a dusty little parlor before a
nan in a dress coat and fet hoots, who
was saying to me as well as he could with
a had cold in his head. "I pronounce you

lan and wife." I was standing hollingfast to Miss Brandon's hand, and the knowl-
edge that she was no longer Miss Brandon
was tingling thr.,ugh my senses. My wife-
for she was my wife in the eyes of the men
vho stood staring wonderingly at me-gave
a frightened little cry. tottered for an in-
stant, and then felt fainting into my arms,
so white, so wan. so childlike that I
thought we had Killed her somehow with
our clumsy doings. Snatching her up, I
Iashed out into the hall with her. where
my sulden entran-e scared up a covey of
half-dressed women, who made a rush for
the stairs, but finding they couldn't make
it, turned and defiantly faced me.

"Show me a room"' I shout4d, and they
fled before me like rats, until, following
their scant skirts, I found myself stand-
Ing before a clean, but tumble-d bed, from
whieh the scared occupant had just sprung
to seerete herself behind a half-open closet
door. Here I tenderly placed my charge.
and with one more look at her wan face I
fled from the apartment, shutting the door
upon her and the women. and then I
crouched close beside it, wild with fea-r lest
a cry of horror reach me at any moment to
tell me that life had fled.
Nor from that lowly post could I be

uprooted, though the hole was dark and
the women, running in and out, stumbled
against me as they ran. spilling things over
themselves and me. At last one of the lot
came and stood before me, with arms akim-
ho, her face shining with good-natured
'orn. "Six months from now you'll take

things more easy," she said.
"And the lady, how is she?" I cried.
"The ladv'? she repeated, wonderingly.

"Your wife, you mean." and then, for I
reddened furiously beneath my bandages,
she laughed and cried:
"Why, the man. is blushing. You better

g, and shave yourself," she cried. jocosely.
'Yoi are no fit sight for so pretty a little
runaway. Leave her to me and brush up,
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dressed barber stood before us, mixing upcold lather and stropping a rasor with asleepy blindness far from reassuring,"You'll have to get off them rags," hesaid, with unnecessary rudeness, pointingio my bandages, and then be stripped themfrom me with no gentle hand and fell athis work.
"Be careful of that jaw." I said, heavily.and then I think that I must have gn

asleep, for, though I remember his san name snappishly "Which jaw?" I remembernothing else until a sudden a~pptication of
bay rum to a cheek all but freed of skInbrought me to my.sef With a -o- l pain_

"Whatever have you had them rags on
for?' was the greeting of my tormentor,
as he hastily covered the evidences of his
brutality with a dab of powder, and thea
my eyes, straying about In sleepy wonder.
fell upon my reflection In the long glass
before me. What, Indeed? Why, I was
myself again! How long had I been mas-
querading unnecessarily In those bandages?
Why, even my swollen -eye, though a
thought heavy about the upper lid, wore
only a look of interesting melancholy.

I could have sung for joy. I sprang to
my feet with such an expression of artless
delight on my face that the man demanded
four times the usual rate on the spot. "It's
too much to be expected to climb out at
this hour and sharpen up extra for what
one would get at midday, when the trade Is
driving." he said, in excuse of his robbery,
but I took him so pleasantly that he quite
bestirred himself when he got to my hair,
and when I mentioned, with an attempt at
gayety. t-hat I was without hat or coat he
offered to drum up a friend of his who kept
a clothing store a little farther down the
street.
"Letq be off." I cried like one lead-

ing a charge of cavalry. Half an .hour
later I was so completely metamorphosed
that the lady who had recommended the
change did not know me when I rushed in
upon her, until I broke forth Into a storm
of inquiries as to the state of the invalid
I had left In her charge.
"Where is she?" I cried, for I was burn-

ing to display myself before her without
my former dismal trappings. Of course I
slhould have remembered how she had
learned to regard me; that she was weak.
tired, and in a situation of the utmost
delicacy, and in a manner I did, but how
without raising fatal suspicions could I
refuse to enter when the attendant pointed
to the parlor and said my "bride" was in
there? I might. however. ha gone in
more s'owly; might have followed up my
timid knock, which brought a smothered
chuckle from behind me, with less
speed; but, as it was, I was inside the
door, and on my knees beside the chair
in which she sat, pouring out a stream of
inquiries. regrets and congratulations be-
fore I noticed that she was not listening to

"I DROPPED INTO

me, but had drawn herself back from me
as from some wild beast, and was regard-
ing mo! In a pallid horror which struck me
to the heart.
"Why, don't you know me?" I cried, in

pity and reproach, at which her face turned
crimson, then wsent (town upon the arm of
her chair, and she burst into tears with
such an abandonment of grief that I was
beside myself.
"Oh. forgive me, forgive me!"' I criedl.

though I was not conscious of having
snned against her. But she only shook her
head, and bade ma leave her, and, as I
could not do that, I dropped into hopeless
silence, regarding the crown of fluffy hair,
which was all I could see, In helpless misery
until, gradually, about an Inch of her white
forehead began to show itself above the
handkerchief she was clutching, and a des-
perate voice said: "How could you be so
ycung-so awfully young and all that? It's
just-just too dreadful for anything."
"I know it," I said meekly, though I did

not think it dreadful at all. "But you know
all this is Just for a little while. I only
stayed to make you understand that. I
will leave you now, if you prefer it."
There was a silence, then she reached

her hand cauticusly toward me, still with
her face concealed behind the handker-
chief.

"I am not angry with you." she said,
tmidly. "And if you had been old. you
know, come to think about it, you couldn't
have got about so; perhaps it's best this
way. after all."
"Perhaps It is," I murmured gravely,

barely touching the dainty fingers, then
laying them discreetly down again, while
my traitor heart leaped high and mad fan-
cies possessed my brain. And then, to re-
assure her, for I cared little enough about
It myself, I began to talk to her of herbusiness complications, artfully rousing in
her the resentment against her uncle of
which I had caught a glimpse; and so, lit-
tle by little, winning her to look at me
and trust me as I sat down hack from her,
not trusting myself in the least, and very
much fearing that some hasty word or
action might drop again the vell which
seemed lifting from between her soul and
mine.
"Oh, how can I ever thank you enough!"

she cried at length. "And to think that
you are about the first honest man I ever
talked to, though, I suppose," she addedhastily, "that the priests must be all right.being In the church, and all that, but then
you know they have to be so queer that
it doesn't seem to matter whether they are
or not; one doesn't care much, you know,"
Well, they would not let us alone, so

we had some breakfast-the usual thing, I
suppose, for I remember being asked
whether I would take cream In my coffee
and declining it, then wondering why thestuff tasted wrong and wasn't the rightcolor, and something about being asked if
the steak suited me. and that I answered
dreamily that it did nut, at which peoplelooked offended, Little could be expectedof one sittIng down in family fashion witha blushing girl, who kept her eyes fasten-
ed questioningly upon him whenever shethought herself unobserved, and who fal-
tered out little womanly proffers of delica-cies that led him to pile his untouched
plate with incongruous eatables,
A carriage was got for us by some one,and I paid out more money, almost my last.Then we were directed to a down-town lawoffice; arrived Indecently early, and werereceived by a janitor much out of temperfrom an encounter with the furnace, and I

was snubbed by hIm and frowned upon,and when the lawyer came I left my com-panion in the reception room and went intothe inner office with him, wishing devoutlyth~at I might have sought my brother-In-.law's advice as to the kind of help to em-ploy in my delicate business, yet rnot dar-
ing to venture near him, as I valued myliberty,
Too utterly jaded to use my ordinarytact, I did not decently prepare the poor

man. While I pelted him with my wild
statements he sat far forward upon the
edge of his .offiee chair, with one eye uponthe window beside him, making ready, I
felt, for that moment when my lunacyshould break loose and he must leap for
his life. But, though clumsy to the vergeof brutality, I was firm with him, andnothing he could say shook my confidence
in my reason, or the realIty of what hadhappened. So, gradually, he left off hisfeverish attention to the window and beganto really heed me. But when I reached
that strange morning wedding, he sprangto his feet 2nd snatched the papers per-taining to the ceremony from me, much as
one would seize a loaded revolver from the
hands of a child,
Our names he took down, and then mycompanion must be brought in and ques-tionied, and when he had cross-examinedher until 'he toe of my boot fairly tingled,he bundled us both out of the offnee, telling

as when to call again, all the time mutter-ing to hhnself as though his nervous sys-temn ha sustaIned a svere shock,
One mrenlahs carige.. maw..

to do? We could npt ride all day. Should
r take my companion straigtwy and piece
her In my siter's eare? Not for all the
world until the mystery surrounding her
could be cleared up4
What then? Timidly I turned and looked

at her, but nothing was to ne got from
that. save !he diseoncerting perception that
she, too, felt &he awkwardness of our situ,
ation, was cttbed tieneath it. and cowered
away from tie, her head turned aside and
her whole attitude one of complete prostra-
tion. .
"Well!" saidfI brtkly, as my eyes noted

this. "we wllFdriv to a hotel, where you
may rest." and, pretending I had forgotten
something, I ran and conferred with the
driver as to some quiet retreat, the name of
which- he gaws with a leer, so that I
climbed back beside my companion, filled
with vengeful longings, which were aug-
mented when I detected my bride in the
act of studying me from beneath her lash-
es, and saw that, far from comforting her.
the survey of my person seemed to fill her
mind with renewed consternation.
"Miss Brandon!" I cried softly, a whole

world of respect and compassion ringing
In my voice. and then I remembered that
she was no longer Miss Brandon. and she
remembered It too, and the good work was
all undone. Up rushed the scarlet to my
face and to hers too, poor girl, and with a
childish motion she pressed one hand
across her face to conceal it from me.

"It's going to be a chilly day;" I gasped
with an attempt at unconsciousness she
could not second, and so we sat in a
silence, awful to her, I knew. while my
heart thumped away at my side like a
hammer.
No sooner had the carriage stopped than

she was upon her feet with downbent head.
and I had scarcely time to get the door
open and be ready to receive her, before
she slipped down, avoiding my extended
arms, and stood beside me like a bird
ready for flight.
"Good-bye." she murmured feverishly,

"you don't need to come In with me. I can
take care of myself now." with a little
catch In her voice. She would have been
gone but, forgetting where I was, I caught
her hand and made her raise her eyes to

HOPELESS SILENCE."

mine. "Oh, forgive me," she faltered, "youhave been so kind, but-"
"But I shall not obey you now," I fin-

ished for her firmly, and then I droppedher hand. for I saw that the driver was
fairly feasting his vulgar vuriosity on our
little scene. I saw som-thing else too with
a sudden sickening chill at mny hoart. An
elegant private carriage con taining two
bldies was heing drawvn up wi th a flourish
beside us. In one of those ladies 1 recog-9nIzed my sister, while in the other I dis-
covered, with a sense of being eaught upIn the grasp o.f some horrid maelstrom, ine
Most yielding of the fair creatures to whom
I had been paying Idle court since my ar-
rival at my sister's home. They had seen
me, but not my companion, for, as I had
said before, I am large, and I was stand-
Ing before her. They had seen me, and
were hot after me, and my friend was
smiling upon me with gay Indulgence.
The coachman from his elevated seat had

also seen me, and seen not only me, but
my companion, and I thought there was
Pity In his glance as he reined in his horses
close besides us-so close that before mymind could act both ladles saw I was not
alone, but saw it too late to draw back.
The half-reproached, half-relieved greet-Ing already framed upon my sister's lipsfroze Into a little frosty nod, while a deli-
cate flush of shame and outraged confi-
dence spread itself ctver her handsome feat-
ures. Her frier d sat like flesh and blood
turned of a sudden Into an excellent qual-Ity of granite, while not the faintest trace
of Pity gleamed from the four eyes turned
haughtily upon the shrinking figure beside
me.

I had stood so much tha~t I think I had
little reason left; besides, although I knew
the circumstamnces were against me, I was
a little indignant, which still farther blind-
ed me. So, without a thought of their
amazement, Indeed with scarcely a con-
selousness of the thunderbolt I was leveling
at their heads, I took my companion's hand
ar~d led her a little forward, remarking in
a perfectly vacant manner: "Oh, how do
you do, Flo? Let me make you acquainted
with my wife. And Miss Thompson also, I
should like to have you meet my wife.
Pleasant morning, isn't It?" And then, ut-
terly apathetic from despair, I stood and
stared listlessly.

I have always admired women, but the
conduct 3f the outraged Miss Thompson at
that moment move me to suchineprt
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the carriage spinning toward home at a
rate that threatened to cripple every slow-
footed pedestrian along our track. But If
my bride would not look at me, norsmy sis-
ter talk. Miss Thompson did both and to
spare. Heavens, how she scourged me withher merry speeches! "And to think. Flo,you naughty girl," she cried, turning a
Vengeful glare on my poor sister, whowrithed beneath her just attack. "that youQassed him off upon us-as a gay bachelor.What If I had lost my heart?" And sheglared at me while I wondered to thinkshe dared to claim to own such an organ.I don't suppose we were more than tenminutes making that drive, yet I seemedto rrow old -and gray before it ended.Helpless to retaliate on Miss Thompson,my manhood seemed to desert me, and Isat huddled up upon the seat like somepoor relation out for an airing.At last we were at home once more.Some one, only the coachman, I think,drove off with Miss Thompson, and aftermore confusion, I was standing before mybrother-in-law, who had been telephonedfor In great haste: with Flo showingsymptoms of hysterics on a sofa at hand,and my poor bride doubtless weeping her
I-retty eyes out In a chamber above us--whither she had fled without one word orbackward glance for me. Thus standing.suspected by all, pitied by none, I pouredout my strange tale for perhaps the hun-
dredth time.
I can see my brother-in-law now as he

sat there. large, loose-limbed, and prosper-
ous, filled with uneasy embarrassment at
the irregularity of being In his own house
during business hours, his eyes roaming in
conjugal anxiety to where his wife lay, yet
ever returning to me with a friendly lightin their sharp, gray depths. Not a figure to
encourage romantic yarns, and yet I pouredmine out upon him, and saw him shift and
wince, and heard his muttered "By
Georges" and his "Oh, come now, old fel-
lows" without flinching: and then when I
had finished they both sat and gazed at me
with pale faces and frightened eyes, much
as they might have looked had I been
brought home to them spread out on a
shutter.
"Never mind. Flo," were the first words

gasped out by poor William. when I had
ended. "George, my deai- boy, I'll see you
through this." and then steps came hurry-ing along the hall, and the door fell open
to admit a servant's flustered face. But
before it had fairly dawned upon us it was
shoved aside, and in bounded a small,
stooped figure which I recognized as the
lawyer I had consulted that morning.
Something exciting he had to tell; his face
showed that; and before I could speak to
him he and my brother-in-law ran at each
other and fairly exploded with a lot of legal
jargon in which I seemed to figure as both
"John Doe" and Richard Roe," so in-
volved had my affairs become. Then all
three of them-for my sister had mixed
herself up in the confusion-turned and
looked at me. My sister-for she loved me-
with happy tears chasing the shadows from
her eyes; my brother-in-law-for he loved
my sister-with a face of profound relief,
and my lawyer-for he loved his gold-with
a countenance uplifted by the vision of a

heavy fee.
"Sir." he said; "sir, allow me to con-

gratulate you; you have married an heir-
ess," and he grasped me with fingers pur-
ple from the arteries of his fountain pen,
and shook me as though rattling sovereigns
from a sack.
"By George, old fellow, you lit on your

feet this time!" burst forth William with
an explosive laugh, and he gave me a blow
upon the back whioh would have driven
home a railroad spike.
"Oh, George, and she's so pretty!" whis-

pered my sister, with her arms about my
neck. "Couldn't you-don't you th!nk you
might learn to like her just a little?"
The next two weeks of my existence were

as troubled as a sick man's dream, for,
though scornfully indifferent to the
wretched de.llars involved In the affair,
every ntie else seemed to consider them of
the first importance, and I led a wretched
li e of it in the hands of my lawyer, who
worked me like a day laborer with his
everlasting interviews. And when Miss
Brandon's uncle and cousin (I hadn't the
courage to even think of her by any other
name) turned violent and insulting. no one
wouid think of letting me meet them, one
at a time, and have it out with them.
Those who took an interest in the tiresome
details told me that the fantastic will
which had made all the trouble showed up
practically the same as it had been given
to me; and, finally. the matter was settled
somehow on a comparatively peaceful
basis. The uncle denied everything, of
course, but final'y disgorged enough. I
suppose. to satisfy those who were ban-
iling the business. Anyway. they ceased
tormenting me about it; even Dr. A.. whose
case had. of course, complicated my trou-
bles, recovered from his miraculously tri-
lling injuries, and I had time to fall back
on ;he real source of my sufferings.

It must have been patent to every wo-
man in the hbuse, fr'om my sister down to
the meanest Sctubw' oman, that I was the
victim of an engrossing and despairing pas-
sion; and so my sister ignored petty flings,
the co.k did violence to her own past rec-
ord, the housemaid filled my vases with
flowers, and through all this womanlykind-
ness I stalked untamed. disheveled as to
ties, solitary as to habit; a lean specter of
a bridegroom without a bride.

It was apparent to every one that my
bride had no desire for my society, and I
was made to feel, even by Flo. that it
would be considered a graceful act for me
to take my meals down town whenever tie
pretty recluse had been prevailed bpon to
promise she would leave her room.
"You see she feels so queer, you know,"

my sister would say with an inscrutable
smile. "And I have promised that we will
be alone tonight," and so I would rush off
savagely, take a few wretched morsels of
food somewhere, then sneak home again
with the unacknowledged hope of surpris-
Ing them at the table, only to behold van-
ishing skirts melting away behind sone
closing door. After that 'I would fling
away to my room, and commence my daily
task of packing the satchel which I in-
variably unpacked before the night was
over.

I fell to absenting myself from the com-
mon haunts of man, taking lc.g and dismal
walks in the suburbs of the pia'e. moody
and suicidal. During one of these rambies,
at a moment when my self-pity was
at the keenest, I came upon a group
of men, one of whom was in policemants
garb. He ws directing the others with
voice and gesture regarding a maimed and
halting beast that bobbled in their rear.
"Fake him t. the outskirts and shot him!"
he bawled. "He broke a plate glass window
today racing with a street car," and. with
this death sentence warm upon his lips, he
faced about to run full against me, as I
darted toward him.
"Stop them! Stop those men!" I called,

and then, before his fingers could come
groping for my collar, I explained more
calmiy:'"I know the owner of that horse,
He will gladly pay for any damages that it
has done and agree to see after it more
carefully in the future,"

I think he thought I was demented; but
the color of my gold was the same as that
of any sane man's, so, after a decent pause
in behalf of his oficial dignity, he recalled
his vassal-s, and a moment later, with the
whole crowd jeering at me, I had started
on my homeward way, leading the wretched
outcast, On thr~ough the sloppy road we
went, we two who had made that dark
night race together, He worn and spent In
body, and I with my spirit biting the very
dust, Long was the way, hut at length we
turned in at the door of a public stable,
whore a wondering hut friendly hostler took
the halter from me, while I told him my
desires,
"If you don't 'low to use him none, he can

be pulled through...all right, I guess," he
said, doubtfully, "But his legs Is stIff as
posts, and he won't never be good for noth-
in' much but slow travel," and then, while
he went for oats and a blanket, I stooped
and I looked into the creature's almost hu-
man eyes In dumb apology for the wrong
my passion had done him. "And It was all
in vain, old nag,". I whispered, patting his
hair with a lingering touch, for his shape
was a-beautiful memory to me; and again
In fancy I could see it steaming along the
frozen road which stretched so long, so
long, before me, while a girl nestled at my
side,- and a peril that made her mine to save
came rushing on behind.
Distracted with memories, I hurried home

in no mood to cops with Ftlo, when she
came e~nd gently probed and goaded me,
until the secret of my heart came out in an
angry confession that I loved the wife who
would not even raise her eyes to mine. She
gave me not a ray of hope. She even said:
"Poor boy." And, sullen with despair, I
flung myself from her presence,

I now decided E!ocluively to leave the
country, I went down to dinner enveloped
In a halo of resolves, having mentally de-
clined every objection which the courtesy
of a host or the affection of a relative could
urge against my departure. I was a little
late, but it did not matter, I opened the
door carelessly, only to find myself stricken
in such confusion a behd not felt since my
first ball.
It wes not the teasng light from Flo'ssmeile which aconcerted me, nor yet the

friendly eneonragenmt which radiated
from Willissm's stire person, iio: seine
one else was there, seime en. dressed inshtmmereing, white, with a basma. gae,but a brIght ad ha yems; a yon een wheen Flo and W camaluk -gsqmigen

inasmuch as I dared call her nothing at
all.
That dinner! Now I got through it with-

out stabbing myse'f with the Implements
of which I seeed to have fosgotten the
use, or scaling myself with the soup.which I swallowed boiling hot, no one can
tell. I ertainly was a great cae to the
servants. They were kept buoy dragingoff the small articles I wrecked about me.
but no one noticed my accidents. They
were all in the highest spirits and laughedat my few stuttering remarks as thoughI were the funniest creatqre living."But I am sorry you feel that you mustleave us," said Flo, when we had got back
to the drawing room, catching her trainfrom beneath my feet as she spoke andsmiling upon me. "Thomas says you havepacked up again. I wonder that you don't
wear out your clothing, changing it aboutso.' Then she melted from the room, andWilliam. without even the decent pretextof an excuse, made haste to follow.I think my companion knew that theywere going, but when we were fairly aloneher courage failed her. A little cry es-caped her lips, and had I not quicklyplaced myself before her she, too. wouldhave vanished.
"Bernice," I cried, and I was on myknees before her. -You must help me tosave my honor. I said that I would leave.but I cannot. Oh. Bernice! my little bride.I cannot."
Had I frightened, had I shocked her? Idared not look up. but, clasping tightly inmy own the trembling hands which I

caught as they wound themselves nervous:ytogether, I pressed them close against mydown-bent face. There was a l silencewhile the small hands struggled feebly inminq; then they grew still, and there camefaintly: "I-I don't think that I want youto go-but you never had any wife-and-
you aren't a doctor at all-and--and-"If there are those who would prefer tobelieve that I remained upon my kneesthrough all that faltering speech they maydo so. but I think there are many who will
appreciate me better if they doubt that I
was so passive.

(The end.)

ART NOTES.

For the last couple of years Mrs. E. J.
Smith has confined her attention to aqua-
relle. but always following the principle
that there is no satisfactory reason why
water colors may not be worked just as
strongly as oils. The consequence is that
her work is much more vehement and
forceful than that of many artists who use
water colors merely to reproduce those
delicate and elusive effects for which a
coarser and more masculine medium is not
as well adapted. She has had the courage
to break away completely from a long
training of "lay and overlay" in oils, and
while naturally retaining many of her for-
mer qualities of feeling and color she now
paints In full washes of tint from the upper
corner down over her paper in the most
direct form of the pure transparent meth-
od. She seems most at home -in her ma-
rone sketches, of which she has done a
great number. They display a thoroughacquaintance with the various but ever
beautiful phases of nature at the seashore,
and a succe ssful coping with the fascinat-
ing, but to the Inexperienced admoet'mad-
denng, problem of the motion of surf and
the rapid cloud changes. In moonlight
studies she is unusually fortunate, though,
unlike most who attempt to Interpret later
evening, she abandons cold shadows and
weak light and throws over the whole a
warm glow of color that any conscientious
student of nature would be bound to see
when the full orange moon hangs low with
the red flush of a few minutes earlier still
upon it. Her marines, however, are not all
moonlight and surf, but range from the
Grand canal at Venice to the salt marshes
along the New Jersey coast. She has
lately done a number of those still-life
studies, conscientiously drawn and rich in
color, of which the piece now at the Water
Color Club exhibition is a very fair ex-
amule.

*

Mr. Harry Bradford still keeps indefati-
gably on with his hard, self-exacting ap-
plication. Just now he is occupied with
animals, and more particularly the African
lion. His method is to make himself thor-
oughly familiar with the construction of
the beast from anatomical charts, to go
then to the Zoo and make as accurate pen-
cil notes as possible from the living model.
and finally to work up a composition, using
his pencil sketches and going as elaborately
into detail as his knowledge will allow and
the needs of the picture require. Of late
he has been quite successful with his illus-
trative work.

*

From one point of view It is 'a pity that
Mr. Mills Thompson is doing such a small
amount of work in the field of creative art,
but it is gratifying to note that in his
position as art editor of the Saturday Even-
ing Post he finds a task thoroughly con-

genial to his tastes and talents. The Pe-
genial to his tastes and talents.

*
* *

The labor of the jury for tho selection of
the works destined for the United States
display in the Fine Arts section of the Paris
exposition has been completed by the ac-

ceptance of 150 paintings culled from gal-
leries on this side, which will leave 100 to
be chosen from among the Americans
abroad. It was hoped that the paintings
might have been exhibited in New York
before they were shipped to the French
capital. but this was found impracticable.
and art lovers must wait until next year
to see this exceedingly choice collection of
the best work of our painters.

*
5**

Since Mr. RIchard N. Brooke left Wash-
ington for Warrenton, business affairs and
the management of his estate have en-

grossed the major part of his time, but
word now comes that he has just completed
a new studio adjoluing his house, built en-
tirely according to those elaborate planswhich for years he has cherished, and we
may now expect to see many notable ex-
amples of his powerful style.

*
* *

Prince Troubetskoy has but lately re-
turned from his country place at Castle
Hiil, Virginia. and is now occupying a stu-
dio in the Corecoran building. He is engaged
upon a full-length portrait of Mile, CassinJ,
niece of the Russian amas=aor. The can-
v'as promises to be one of the most Impor-
tant he has yet produced, in that it is an
absolut 4ly direct attempt to convey his in-
terpretation of character, The figure. 'in
evening dress of some light tulle material
over silk. is standing gracefully, one hand
resting upon a chair. The drawing is per--
fectly easy and natural, and the whole por-
trait refined to the last degree of simplicity,
which gives a dignity to and renders highly
effective the great beauty of the subject.

*
* *

Mrs. Mary Sigsbee Ker has just occupied
a studio at 1928%~Pennsylvania avenue, She
is now comfortably fitted up, and has
started work upon a large portrait of her-self. painted in her customary deep tones
of blacks and greens,

*
* *

There has recently been put in position in
the loan collection of the Corcoran Gallery
a large 8x10 canvas, a "Portrait of a la-
dy," owned by Mrs. Phoebe A. Benret.Though unsigned, it is evidently an impor-
tant piece of work and an excellent eg-
ample of the artificial French school of the
eighteenth century, of a period probaeblysomewhere between the work of Charles
L~e Brun and Eustache Lesseur and the

graceful extravagances of Watteau and
Greuse. A full-length figure of a doli-like

little lady, In, stiff court dress, has just

plucked a stiff little rose frm a still stif-
fer ornamental basket of flowers while all
around lies the palpably artidciai park

scenery that recalls the weil-eleared forestsif Versailles in Louis XIV's Eign- Tihe

picture is well painted, however, and its'

mannerisms are only those of the tineel
what is to us only quaint afaetao was

to its contempotes a stately and cde

presentation of court life,

*
* *

Since Mr. Edward Uebert has rsecpinghis studio at 3l Pennsylvania avenue he

has been working very herd and has pre-
duced several pictures which will, beyond

Iluestion, comea as a surprise -oth to those
who have been ament aispascers et --

work: and- to these who have felit that he
was too tightly boeni up in tha perut of

realism for the sk of e.s==s. No esgof-the heel 'artiste ene be a weer os' more

accurate desagmiasea= then Ms. lis.e..

nr a more severe and usreeinmg met-
critic, and woskisteadmy along for thelast few year he acmemulated a gre"
many careful and esmiudeatious studies.that while naturally (ad Intentionally)lacking In ssatlnent and feeling. are of in-
estinable value as a mea of acquiringand clasmifying knowledge and for futurerererence. Lately, however, he has feltjustified in relaxing a little from this rigiddiscipline. and devoting himself to the coin-
position of pictures rather than studies.
Allowing the more poetic side of his nature
full play, he is finishing a somber forestinterior. with the ground covered withcrisp. twinkling snow, and great, bare. yetnot sharply defned. tree. rising against
a round yellow moon. This Is a picturewhich marks an important point In Mr.Siebert's artistic career. He has also com-
pleted a composition of a woman and her
dog wandering along the edge of a wood
on a gloomy November day. He has start-
ed the cartoon for a large picture of a pro-
cession of monks in a religious festival In
one of the smaller European towns.

*

During the summer Miss Sallie T. Hum-
phrey did a great deal of design work for
New York manufacturing firms, of which
two drapery silks-one a sort of Japanese
effect, obtained through the use of pine
branches. and the other a novel use of that
decorative flower. the poppy-are worthy "f
special mention. At present Ube Is so busywith her various classes at the Art LAeguethat she finds little time for outside work.

*

Among the younger water-colorists in the
city few have made more progress recent-
ly than Miss Elizabeth Miller. She has de-
veloped a careful. restrained, yet Individual
technique, well adapted to the requirements
of water colors; still in her rich greens.
and in the general quiet and restful feeling
of her work, she evidences clearly the ef-
fect her father's conservative way of work-
ing must have upon her. Most of her
sketches were made among the Catskills.
where the great sweeps of mountain
meadow and the cloud-capped hills give afine chance for largely felt painting. She
manages to get some very novel and spon-
taneous effects In small sketches where
one may carry the idea to a finish without
sitting over it until conditions change.

*

Of the young Washington artists in New
York Mr. W. Balfourker would seem to be
among the most sucewsful. He has just
disposed of two stunning figure composi-
tions to the Century Company.

*
5**

Another Washingtonian who has recently
gone to New York to study art Is Mr.
George Person.

*5
For the last sex months Miss Sara Bartle

has been abroad. traveling on ite contInent.
The last months of her sojourn were passed
In the quaint old towns of the Netherlands.
from whenee she brings home several very
interesting sketches. Miss Bartle works for
the most part with water color on gray
paper, and while It is a moot point wheth.r
she does not lose a great deal of the crisp-
iness of the transparent wash, she certainly
gains much in body and richness of tone.
One study of the picturesque Dutch cos-

tume is very attractive. with the heavy
sabots, the full blue skirt and the Immac-
ulately white headdress framing the fresh.
rosy face of the little Holland maid. At
Dodrecht Miss Bartle occupied for a time
the same room Hopkinson Smith usualy
takes, and a little landscape-or perhaps it
would be better to say a canalscape-
worked from the window, seem. to show
the influence of association of ideas with
the celebrated artist. She Intends to recom-
mence her regular work of miniature paint-
ing at once. and after she has completed
the little portraits, which she works so
deftly, will go to New York, where a num-
ber of orders await her.

*

Miss Helen Maude Lightfoot has a lot of
serious work In view for the winter and
has already stasted a portrait of a beauti-
ful young girl. almost an ideal head in
fact. A portrait of little Gloria Hunt in a

witching attitude. with her violin raised to
her chin, has just been carried to comple-
tion. It is sober in color, yet not in the
least heavy. for its delicate reflected lights
redeem it from any of that pitchy effect
so many of the minor English portrait
painters of the last century were prone to
get through an over use of asphaltum.

FAvORITE FOODS OF CHINESE.

Some Common Errors as to the Varle-
ties of Meats Ceasumed.

Front the Forunm.
The cuisine of the Chinese and the mode

and ceremonies attending their feasts have
done much to give them a somewhat ex-
traordinary reputation. Globe trotters.
striving to make their letters brilliant and
their books sensational, have told such won-

derful tales of bird-nest soup, canine hams.
grimalkin fricasoegs, rats, snakes, worms

and other culinary novelties, served up in
such marvelaus styles and eaten with such
apparent relish, that their readers naturally
take it for granted that these things form
a large proportion of the food of the people
of China.
Generally speaking, the diet of the Chi-

nese is sufficient in variety, wholesome and
well cooked, even if their methods are es-
entially different from our own. Doubtless
many of the dishes are found extremely
unpalatable to Americans. because of the
quantity of nut oil used, and by reason of
the pungent flavor of the large amount of
garlic introduced. In the latter respect.
however, the dishes of southern Europe
are equally objectionable. As to the as-
sortment of food. It has been said that there
is a wider difference, perhaps, between the
rich and the poor of China than of any
other country.

It is probably true that the Chinese use a
greater vianely of meats than do the people
of other countries, although but little land
is set apart for grazing or for the cultiva-
tion of food for live stock. Beef is not a
common meat, principally because of the
Buddhistic prejudice against killing any
animal. and particularly such a useful one.
Since hogs can be so economically raised.
pork is undoubtedly, after rice, the leading
article of food. This is eaten in every form.
and one may say that every part of the an-
imal is utilized for food. Horseflesh, veni-
son, antelope and bear are often seen, but
in passing through the markets pork, mut-
ton and fows are the most conspicuous.
For fish the Chinese have an omninvorous

appetIte, nothIng fronm the water, either
fresh or salt. being rejected. A few kittens
and puppies may be offered for sale in
cages. Those dehich are Intended for the
table are fed upon grain and clean food: so
that. if the nature of this food be consid-
ered, it is far more wholeome than is the
unclean hog. To assert that cats and dogs
form a staple article of food is pure fiction.
One may live for years in a Chinese city

without seeing rats or mice offered for sale
as food. They are sold for medicine: but
even for this purpos they are not so easily
caught as to be cheap. The treatment to
which the common people often subject un-
fortunate rats which have been caught in
the granary militate. atrongiy against the
notion that these animals are selected as
choice tid-bits for the table. Because the
rats steal their meat precious article of
food. rics, the Chinese hold that they are
criminals of the deepest dye. and that they
merit the worst kind of torture. Black
dogs and cats are favorite, among the
most superstitious nativee of the south.
These animals= invariably com..ma a higher
price thtan others, and are eaten at mid-
summer, in the belief that the meat insures
both health and strenth for the ensuing
year. The blood of all animals= is taken, so
far as concerns riiosscruples, except
by Duiabint priests, Safew of the stricter
laymen, and, ef course, by the Mohiamme-da of whem these ar quite a namber~inthe northern part of the country.

Just Caught.-a Oismwsm.

Papa-"By-the-way, whe to the lady that
bowed to urn as we left the carriage?"
Doe "yThe -n with the black silk
bit. the re gpnetigate pli elk waist,

~hat with t e.arrying a l-

vertrlmsed es

Papa-"es."
Derthy-"I don't knew. I seaught a
sug.. et her."~

O*s' Lmagn,
Viam the PMang 35....

Temm-Pep. a pimwdght is a aman
whes uasts gly n't tie?"
,samem-Then I. a wbews...tmae ma.=


